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HILD
by Tim Callahan
Clothed in ragged flesh.
Half rotted rise the avengers.
Pale as bone aoainst a bloody sky,
The lifeless rise in the dyino sun.
For Hild has passed.
Grimly orievino.
Lifespells weaving.
Winning wan warriors
Away from death.

Far faring dragons• flawshing oars lashed
Aeger•s ale to churning foam.
Ten grim serpents
in a crescent
flashed.
Curved round the lover s" wind-tossed home.
But Hedin slipped from Hooni•s hard grip.
By Hild's high magic a wind arose
And sped them through ere the jaws could close
To rock girt isle fled the lovers• lone ship.
Hine serpents
circled and isle orim and bleak.
Hine long dragons blocked the lovers• escape.
Hooni sailed shoreward
his vengeance
to wreak.
Shield-wall faced shield-wall, love•s battle to shape.
Nine serpents circled, but dared not lands
Once Hogni's host faced Hedin's spears
Hild's stark sorcery raised sailors' dark fears.
Mists sealed the isle at the wave of Hild's hand!

Harsh cried of exultation
Rabble throats dry as dust.
Rib-snared swords are wrenched and retrieved.
Rusted swords and riven shields,
Spears brandished tn oft slain hands
••• Alive again!

High minded Hild then the battle dared breach.
Between bristling walls bore the gift of peace.
Against blood vengeance love's light to teach,
Bade bold warriors their battle to cease.
She bore forth from Hedin to Hogni a gift •
A ring well wrought and richly in qold,
Bearing the image of a boar fierce and bold,
A sign of respect to help heal the rift.

For Hild has passed,
'Grimly orieving,
Lif espells weavino.
Winning wan warriors
Away from death.
And each to his camp stalks a rutted road.
Father and Lover.
Each to the ends of the hazeled field
Gathers anew his ancient army.
Father and Lover! Father and Lover!
Each plots again the death for the other!

H19hly then Hogni praised Hedin's rang.
"Tusk 1s bared boldly by boar of gold.
Thus Hedin thinks of me!" quoth the king.
Hoqna's heart warmed toward Hedin the bold.
But evil Illugi, a wretch Hild had spurned,
Seared Hogna's heart with venomed speech.
Serpent tongued wolf-heart
with soul of a leech!
Ho9n1's vain pride to a mean path he turned.

For Hild has passed.
Grimly qrievin9,
L1f espells weav1n9,
Winning wan warriors
Away from death.

"A sow the ring-hole rides round. I see."
-So spake Illugi to Hogni the kin9"A well ridden sow Hedin hopes you will be!
Bending you over he'd pierce your ring!"

Centuries
Centuries
Centuries

Hogni hurled ring and reason away.
Bade Hedin's host to the hazeled field.
Illugi's word-wound would never be healed.
Ravens feasted that unhappy day.

aoo it beoan.
ago at was.
ago ...

Hild that night with her lover lay.
The waves that tossed the sailing-serpent
Tossed the bold pair in blissful torment.
Eased and aided the Iov er s" play.

Flashing sword-storm made shield bosses ring
Spear drank blood.
Ax bit bone.
To the whine of arrows did Valkyries sing.
Gondu)•s song was the dying man's groan.

The magic preincess
to the hero bold
Had flown from love of parents dear,
To serpent ship from sea girt hold,
Fulfilling her father's darkest
fear.

Men hacked and hewed as beasts
that rend.
Father and Lover brought death to each other.
As at Wortd•s Doom brother slays brother.
All lay silent at the day's end.

But they were spied ere the wave-skimmer sped
Through screaming gulls, past skarps and skerries
To loving thrusts and passionate parries
On open ocean and bridal bed.
They heard not the horn'a harsh bl;aat,
Summoning kinsmen from hound ;and hawk.
And they saw not the war ;arrow p;assed,
Nor host assemble at the Lawgiver's Rock.
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Ten keels scraped by the slushy sand
Pushed proud prows into surging sea
Hogni, the kind. dark. with wrath swore he.
Vowed death to Hedin by the sword in his hand.

Grieving Hild life-spells
Hedin and Hogni raised
Against their hate her
But vengeance stood in

wove.
from the dead.
anguish strove,
reason•s
stead.

At dawn. again the sword did rend.
Ax bit bone.
Spear drank blood.
Hedin and Hogni fell in spear-storm flood.
• •. Hild raised corpses at the day's end
Centuries
Centuries
Centuries

ago it was.
ago it began.
ago •••

And it will go on 'ti! the ravemng
Swallow sun and Moon.
And, writhing, Earth
To chaos returns.

And still they kill on the shrouded isle.
Father and Lover!
Father and Lover!
Each still seeks deathf for the other!

hounds

For Hild has passed,
Grimly grieving,
Lifespells weaving,
\Jinning wan warriors
Away ...
From peace!

For Hild has passed,
Grimly grieving,
Lifespells weaving,
Winning wan warriors
Away from death.

esmarella The UJitchkin

by
Lee Beasley
Once, there was a witchkin named
Esmarella who always rushed through her
witchery.
Because she did not practice,
al limes her broom would slip when she
rode it and lop off several
treetops.
When she called a weather chant, more
often than not, snow showered
down instead
of the rain she had asked for.
But this day, Essie finished boiling
the hoggett
powder for their sheep without
a single mistake.
\Jith a sigh of relief,
she divided the mixture in six smaller
pots and added a flavored dye to each -cherry red, butler
yellow, blueberry
blue,
mint green, grape violet, and orange
orange.
She loved the colors the wool
turned
after
the sheep ate the grain mixed
with the hoggett powder.
After she stored
the pots, she turned and stroked the long
white fur of her cat, Drammie, as it lay
on the sunny window ledge.
"Hmm-m-m-m.
\Jhat if I had a blue
cat, or a green one, or maybe a violet
one?"
She giggled at the thought.
"\Jell," she told Drammie, "let's see how
you look after you eat this."
She mixed a
bit of the blue powder in the cat's food,
and set the dish on the floor.
She forgot
the warning that her mother, Belda, had
given her -- that magic had its dangers
and its price.
At that moment, Belda called from
outside, "Esmarella, I need some more
water, please."
"Oh, bats, not now.
Just when I want
to see what happens!" Essie said to
herself.
Maybe, she thought, I can get
back before Drammie finished her food. So
she jumped up and called, "Coming,
Beldamom," and grabbed the bucket.
She
ran down to the creek, filled it, and
rushed back, spilling a little on the way.
"Thank you, you were quick."
Her
mother turned to smile at the girl but saw
Essie already disappearing into the hut.
Inside, Essie paused to catch her

breath
empty.

as she looked at the bowl, now
Drammie was nowhere to be seen.
"Now that's odd," Essie said to
herself.
"No Drammie sunning herself, or
sleeping by the fire, or chasing
butterflies."
She looked around but saw only a
small blue treefrog.
Something about it
looked familiar.
It batted one of its
front legs at a butterfly just like
Drammie always did.
"Orammie?
Oh, my poor Orammie.
The
powder didn't work right on you.
IJhat can
I do?"
Slowly she bent over and offered
her hand.
The little treefrog promptly
hopped onto it, purring.
Yes, it was
Drammie.
Suddenly, she thought, I can't let
Beldamom see what I did.
She says I do
things too fast.
Essie peeked through the
open door and saw that Beldamom was still
busy.
"What am I going to do?" The little
treefrog, now on the table, stared at her
and licked its foot.
Essie sat down and
propped her head in her hands.
After a moment, she spoke to the catfrog, "With magic, what can be done. can
also be undone.
That's what Beldamom
always says.
Now, how to turn you back
into a cat."
She looked about and noticed
an old book on the shelf.
Her eyes widened.
"Orammie, look.
Beldamom's bouk of magic.''
Essie grinned.
"Soon you'll be a cat again."
She took the book down and blew the
dust off its cover.
She turned several of
its worn and tattered pages before she
stopped.
This one she read then sighed.
"It would take hours before it could work,
Drammie.''
The frog mewed and hopped
around.
Essie turned to the section on
spells.
"Now, here are the color spells.''
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